SAFE CUSTODY

As she spoke I saw the truth of the matter as clear
as day.
" Olivia," I cried.
For the first time she met my eyes.
"What is it?"
" He's not a coward at all. We've done him wrong.
He pleaded his cloth because he didn't want to be
searched."
The smile that swept into her face I shall see as
long as I live.
" Well done, John/' she said quietly, and put her
hands to my lips . . .
If proof were needed of my theory, we had it almost
at once.
I found Stiven strapping behind him the prisoner's
wrists: the fellow made no protest, but stood like
a rock.
" And now," said Hubert.
I lifted my voice.
" He urged that his cloth was sacred. I think that
means that if he were searched, we might find something
upon him he doesn't want us to see."
" I've no doubt you're right," said my cousin. . . ,
These words were the prologue to a truly shocking
affair.
Father Herman said never a word, but he fought
like a beast: and if his resistance was vain, it made
an odious duty by far the most loathsome to which I *
have ever subscribed. Such was his violence, he very
soon burst his bonds ; and the four of us had to compel
him, before we could have our way. My tussle with
Harris had been unpleasant enough, and our handling
of him and Punter was hardly a pleasant charge:
but this encounter seemed to make me lose caste and